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Persons    of    the    DRAMA. 


Gaul,  the  Son  of  Morni. 

OiTHoNA  the  Daughter  of  Nuath,  and  fifter  of 
Lathmon. 

D':n"ommath,  Prince  or  Chief  of  Cuthal,  re- 
fiding  in  the  Ifle  of  Troma'thon. 

Chorus,  fometimes  of  one  Voice,  fometimes  of 
more,  and  confifting  of  two  Bands,  Strophe 
and  Antiftrophe. 

MoRLO,  and  other  Warriors  of  Gaul. 

Dunrommath's  Warriors. 


SCENE, 

Partly  at  Dunlathmon,  on  the  Banks  of  the  Ri- 
ver DuvRANNA,  (uncertain  whether  in  England 
or  Scodand)  and  partly  in  the  Ifle  of  Troma'- 
THON,  which  was  three  Days  Sail  from  the  Coaft, 
or  from  Dunlathmon. 

{2  4     AP-'n 


ACT      I. 

SCENE,       DUNLATHMON. 

Chorus,  in  Harmonyc 
Strophe. 

AROUND  DuNLATHMON,  folcmn Darknefs 
dwells, 
Tho'  on  the  Hill,  the  Moon  fhews  half  her  Face. 
The  Daughter  of  the  Night  averts  her  Eyes, 
For  fhe  forebodes  the  Sorrow  coming  on. 

Sin^  Voice  of  the  Chorus,     Recitativo, 
Antijlrophe. 
The  Son  of  Morni,  Lo  !  is  on  the  Plain, 
But  difmal  Silence  reigns  within  the  Hall ; 
No  beaming  Light  comes  trembling  thro*  the  Gloom, 
Nor  is  Oithona's  Voice  melodious  heard, 
Amidft  the  Murnnur  of  Duvr anna's  Stream. 

GauL. 

Air. 
Daughter  of  Nuath^ 

Lovely  dark-hair*d  Maid^ 

Where  in  thy  Beauty^ 

Whitksr  art  thou  fray  d  ^ 

A  2  Rec^' 


(     4    5 


Recitatho. 
Lathmon,  thy  Brother's  in  the  Field  of  War, 
But  thou  didft  promife  in  the  Hall  t'abide. 
Here  to  remain,  till  Morn I's  Son  returned. 
Till  he  return'd  from  Strumon  to  the  Maid, 
From  Strumon,  to  the  Damfel  of  his  Love ! 

Air. 
tVhen  he  went  forth, 

The  ^ear  was  on  thy  Cheek, 
the  Sigh  in  Jeer ei 

Rofe  within  thy  Breaft  j 
But  now  to  meet  him. 

Oh  !  thou  dojl  not  come. 
With  Songs  of  Welcome, 
And  the  founding  Harp, 
Daughter  of  Nuath, 

Lovely  dark-hair* d  Maid, 
Where  in  thy  Beauty, 

Whither  ari  thouftrafd? 

Chorus. Afngle  Voice.^-^— 

Recitative. 

Strophe. 

.Such  were  the  Words  of  Gaul,  great  Morni*s  Son, 

When  to  Dunlathmon's  Towers,  the  Hero  came. 

Antijirophe, 
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'Antijlrophe. 
—The  Gates  were  open,  dark  was  all  within, 
The  Winds  were  bluft'ring  in  the  empty  Hall, 
The  Trees,  the  Thrediold,    flrew'd  with  ruftling 

Leaves, 
The  Murmur  of  the  Night  was  all  abroad.-— 

Strophe, 
— In  filent  Sadnefs,  at  a  mofly  Rock, 
The  Son  of  Morni  fat  •,  and  for  the  Maid 
Anxious,  he  trembled  in  his  boding  Soul, 
But  knew  not  whitherward  to  turn  his  Courfc, 

Antifirophe, 
MoRLO  !  the  Son  of  Leth,  at  Diftance  flood. 
And  heard  the  Winds  play  thro'  his  bufhy  Hair, 
But  did  not  raife  his  Voice  ;  for  well  he  favv. 
Great  Sorrow  fill'd  the  Heart  of  mighty  Gaul* 

A  Symphony — then  Recitativo  continued. 
Strophe. 
Now  Sleep  defccnded  on  their  troubled  Minds, 
Nodurnal  Vifions  rofe,  and  in  a  Dream, 
Before  the  Eyes  of  Gaul,  Oithona  ftood* 

Air. 

Anlijlrophe. 
Loofe  and  diJhevelU'd  was  her  dark-hrown  Haify 
Her  lovely  rolling  Eye  was  batljd  in  Tears., 
Blood  Jt am' d  her  fnowy  Ann ;  her  Robe  half  hid 
The  ghajlly  Wound  that  pierced  her  panting  Ereaji. 

3  Recitativo* 
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Recitativo. 
Strophe. 
Over  the  Chief  (he  flood,  and  thus  Ihe  fpoke. 

Air. 
Oh  !  Jleeps  the  Son  of  Morni,  gallant  Gaul  ! 
He  that  was  lovely  in  Oithona's  Eyes, 
Oh  !  Jleeps  he,  dijlant,   at  the  mojfy  Rock, 
And  I,  OiTHONA,  "Hv kin's  Daughter,  low  I  — 

Recitatho. 
Round  dark  Troma'thon*s  Ifle,  the  Ocean  rolls; 
There,  all  in  Tears,  I  fit  within  the  Cave, 
Nor  do  I  fit  alone,  Oh  !  gallant  Gaul, 
The  gloomy  Chief  of  Cuthal  fits  be  fide. 
Yea,  he  is  there,  in  all  the  Rage  of  Love  ! 
And  what!    oh,  what !  can  poor  Oithona  do  ? 

A  Jhort  Symphony. — Recitativt. 
Antijlrople. 
A  rougher  Blaft  rufh'd  thro'  the  leafy  Oak, 
Gaul  ftarted  from  his  Dream,  and  feiz'd  his  fpear  j 
He  ftood  up  furious  in  the  Rage  of  Wrath ! - 

Gaul. 

Air. 
Perdition  on  the  Ravijher, 

The  Villain  Fll  piirfne. 
Nor  ever  ceofe  my  rnprd  Courfe, 
Till  I  have  Vengeance  due. 

Chorui 


(    7    ) 

Chorus. 

Aftngte  Voice. RecHatho, 

Strophe. 
With  eager  Eyes,  he  look'd  for  lagging  Light, 
At  length  the  Morning  came  •,  when,  up  :hp  Sail, 
The  Hero  hoift' ;  and  fudden  with  the  Breeze, 
That  came  down  ruflhng  from  the  winding  Hills, 
l^orth  from  the  Shore,  he  bounded  on  the  Deep. 

Ode. 

Semichorus  by  Men. 

Strophe. 
Lovely  Females^  formed  for  Pkafure, 

Source  of  higheji  human  Joy-> 
Oft  you  caufCi   in  equal  Meafure, 

Ctiefsthat  all  our  Peace  defiroy. 

Semichorus  by  Women. 

Antijlrophe. 
Seeds  of  Blifs  for  ally  in  common^ 

Nature  in  the  IVorld  has  [own. 
Each  vain  Man,  a  Self -Tormentor ^ 

Claims  the  whole  for  f elf  alone. 

Chorus  alternate. 
Strophe.     Men. 

Taffion  roars, while  Reafon  whifpers ; 

Liften  to  her  gentle  Voice  : 

Antijlrophe. 
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'Antijirophe.    U^omen, 

Pkafures  feek  within  your  Power y 
Nor  to  Fortune  truft  the  Choice. 

Chorus  in  Canon. 
Epode. 
Oh !  wretched  he,  whofe  Happinefs  depends 
On  Faith  of  others  j  Women,  Winds,  or  Friends  / 


E  N  D    of  the  Firft    ACT. 
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ACT     IIv 

A  Symphony. 

SCENE,     the  Ijle  of  Troma'thono 

C4iorus,  fmgk  Voice.     Recitativo. 
Strophe. 

ON  the  third  Day,  arofe  Troma'thon's  Ifle, 
Like  a  blue  Shield  amidd  the  boundlefs  Sea, 
The  white  Wave  roar'd  againft  its  craggy  Rocks, 

And  fair  Oithona  Tat  upon  the  Cliff; 

In  fad  Defpair,  llie  watch'd  the  rolling  Waves, 
And  hopelefs,  forrowing,  her  Tears  defcend- ■ 

Antijlrophe. 
But  when  fhe  faw  the  gallant  Gaul  in  Arms,     ' 
She  ftarted  back,  and  turn'd  her  Eyes  away, 
Her  lovely  Cheek  was  brent,  and  flufh'd  with  rcdj 
Her  inow-white  Arm,  all  trembling  by  his  Side, 
Thrice  from  his  Prefence,  did  llie  ftrive  to  fly. 
But  fault'ring  as  fhe  went,  her  Footfteps  fail'd. 
Thus  Ipoke  the  Hero. 

Gaul. 

Air. 

Di^ughter  <?/  Nuath  ! 
IVhy  doji  fly  from  Gaijl, 

B  Dv; 
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Do  Flames  of  Deaths 

Dart  from  my  haggard  Eyes, 
Or  karhour  Hatred 

In  my  gloomy  Soul  ? 
Thou  art  to  me 

The  Radiance  oj  the  Eajf, 
Difpelling  DarknefSf 
In  a  Land  unknown. 
But  Ob  !  thy  Face  with  Sadnefs  /;  o'^erfpread. 
Daughter  of  high  Dunlathmon,  haplefs  Maid! 

Recitativo. 

Is  then  the  Foe  of  dear  Oithona  nigh  ? 

My  Soul's  on  Fire  to  meet  him  in  the  Fight. 
The  Sword  hangs  quiv'ring  on  the  Side  of  Gaul, 
With  eager  hafte  to  glitter  in  his  Hand. 

Recitati'jo  accompanied. 

Lovely  OiTKONA  ! — Daughter  of  Nuath,  fpeak  \ 
Behold  thy  Gaul  ! — Doft  thou  not  fee  my  Tears  ? 

Chorus.     Single  Voice,  Recitalivo. 
Then  thus  the  fighing  Maid. 

OiTHON  A. — Reci!at:'UO. 
Oh  !  Car- borne  Gaul ;  of  Strumon,  valiant  Chief, 
Vvhy  com'il  thou  hither,  o'er  the  d.^rk  blue  Wave, 
lofad  OiTHoNA,  Nuath's  mournful  Maid  ? 

Air. 
rVhy  did  I  not. 

In  fccret  pafs  aivay., 

Like 


Like  the  fair  Flower 

Of  the  lo7ieIy  Rock, 
That  lifts  its  Head  unfeen. 

And  on  the  Blaft 
Beflrews  its  withered  Leaves ! 

fFhy  didfi  thou  come, 
0  Gaul  !  to  hear 

My  laji  departing  Sigh  ? — 
I pafs  a'-joay  in  Youth,  my  Name  unheard. 
Or  'tivi/l  he  heard  •ivilh  Grirf,  a}id  Nuatk'  Tears. 

Recitntivo. 
And  thou,  O!    Son  of  Morni,  wllc  be  fad. 
Sad  for  Oithona,  and  her  fallen  Fame. — 
— But  fhe  fhall  deep  within  the  narrow  Tomb, 
Nor  fhall  the  Voice  of  Mourners  reach  her  Ears. 

Jcco?npan;ed. 

0  !  Chief  of  Strumon,  to  thefe  fea-beat  Rocks 
Of    blealc     Troma'thon,    wherefore  didfl:    thou 

come  ? 

Gaul.      Recitativo. 

1  came  to  meet  thy  Foes,  mofl  lovely  Maid  ; — 
The  Death  of  Cuthal's  Chief  fills  all  my  Mind  j 
Or  Cuthal's  Chief,  or  Morni's  Son  fliali  fall ! — 
And  if  I  fall,  Oithona,  when  I'm  low, 

Raife  me  a  Tomb  on  yonder  oozy  Rock. 

Then  as  fome  bounding  VefTcl  pafies  by. 
Call  to  the  Sons  of  Ocean,    call  tliem  to, 

B  2  And 
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And  give  them  this,  this  Sword,  for  them  to  bear 
To  MoRNi's  Hall  -,  that  then,  the  grey-hair'd  Lord 
May  ceafe  to  look,  with  Expedation  vain. 
Towards  the  Defart,  for  his  Son's  Return. 

Chorus.     Single  Voice. — Recitativo. 
To  him,  OiTHONA,  with  a  burfling  Sigh ! — : 

OiTHONA. — Recti  ativo. 
And  (hall  the  haplefs  Maid  of  Nuath  live, 
Live  in  Troma'thon,  live  when  thou  art  low  ? 

Air. 

I^y  Hearty  O  Gaul  !  is  not  of  that  dull  Reck, 

Nor  is  my  Soul  as  carelefs  as  that  Sea, 

That  lifts  its  azure  Waves  to  ev^ry  Wind^ 

A7id  rolls  obediently  beneath  the  Storm. 

No,  gallant  Gaul,  the  Blaji  that  lays  thee  loin. 
Shall  fpr cad  Oithon'a's  Branches  on  the  Earth. 

Recitaiivo. 
Together  fhall  we  fade,  together  fall ! — 
T— I  like  the  narrow  Houfe  and  Grey-ftone  Tomb  j 
p'or  never  more.  Oh  !    Son  of  Car -borne  Morni, 
For  never  more,  Troma'thon's  Rocks  I'll  leave  ! 

Gaul. 
Be  chear'd,  my  Love,  th'  involuntary  Strain, 
Lxhales,  like  Vapour,  from  a  gen'rous  Mind. 
Then  ceafe  to  grieve,  for  fince  your  fpotlefs  Soul 
\^^  true  to  Gaul,  my  fleart  rebounds  with  Joy. 

Air, 
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Air. 

J^o  more  a  Prey  to  black  Defpair, 
But  for  future  Blifs  prepare. 
Cuthal'i  Head  fhall  pay  his  Crime^ 
And  as  all  your  Heart  is  mine^ 
I  fhall  never  feel  a  Painy 
When  the  Ravifljer  is  flain. 
Away,  aivay  with  bluk  Defpair^ 
And  for  future  Blifs  prepare, 

Rccltativo. 
But  fay,  fair  Damfel,  by  what  Art,  or  Force, 
From  high  Dunlathmon,  wert  thou  hither  drawn  ? 

OlTHONA. 

Oh!  fatal  was  that  Night,  obfcur'd  by  Clouds, 
When  Lathmon  left  me  in  the  lonely  Hall, 
And  went  to  join  his  Father  in  the  Wars, 
Went  to  the  moffy  Rocks  of  Duthermoth. 
— The  Night  came  on,  I  fitting  in  the  Hall, 
By  the  bright  beaming  of  the  blazing  Oak  ; 
The  Wind  abroad  was  ruftling  in  the  Trees  : 
— I  heard  the  Sound  of  Arms  -, — my  Joy  arofe  ;— i 
For,  gallant  Gaul,  1  thought  of  thy  Return. 
— Bur,  O  i   Delufion  -, — it  v;as  Cuthal's  Chief, 
Dunrommath,  raging  in  his  red-hair'd  Strength, 
His  Eyes  roU'd  all  in  Fire,  and  on  his  Sword, 
I  faw  my  People's  Blood  ! — Oithona's  Guard 
fell  by  the  Fury  of  the  gloomy  Chief. — 

Accompanied, 
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Accomfaded. 

Wkat  could  I  do  f 

What  could  my  feeble  Arm  ! 
What  could  I  do  I 

I  could  not  lift  the  Spear  ! — 

Recitativo. 
He  took  me  in  my  Grief,  amidft  my  Tears, 
And  railed  the  Sail. — For,  ah,  the  Traitor  fear'd 
Lathmon  with  Strength,  returning  from  the  War, 
Lathmon,  Oithona's  Brother,  haplels  Maid! 

^hcrt  Symfhonj. 
Recitativo  continues. 
But,  ah!  behold,  he  comes  with  all  his  Crew, 
His  fcudding  Bark  divides  the  dingy  Wave. 
— Where  wilt  thou  turn  thy  Steps,  beloved  Gavl^ 
For  many  Warriors  hath  Dunrommath  here  ! 

Chorus,  Single  Voice,  Recitativo. 
To  her,  the  Hero,  drawing  forth  his  Sword. 

Gaul.      Recitativo. 
My  Steps  have  never  yet  from  Battle  turned, 
And  (ball  I  now,  fair  Maid,  bt-gin  to  fear, 
how,  when  thy  Foes,  Oithona,  are  fo  near. 

Duet. 
Gaul. 

Go  to  thy  Cave,  Daughter  of  Kuatm,  go, 
Co  to  thy  Cave,  until  our  Battle  ceafe. 


OlTH 


O.VA. 


(     15     ) 

OlTHONA. 

Jnd  can  I  w'ljh  to  live,  when  thou  art  low^ 
Bereft,  of  ev'ry  Joy^  my  Famet  ^»^  Peace  ? 

Both. 

Soul  of  the  World,  look  from  your  throne  ah  cue. 
Avert  the  Danger,  and  ^referve  my  Love  I 

Gaul.       Recitat'ivo, 

Bring  forth,  O!  SonofLETfi,  our  Father's  Bows, 
And  Morn  I 's  rattling  Quiver,  hither  bring. 
Let  our  three  Warriors  bend  th'  elaftic  Yew, 
MoRLO  and  Gaul,  ourfelves  will  life  the  Spear  ; 
— They  on  the  Rock  are  many,  they're  an  Holl ;. 
But  MoRLO  and  my  Friends,  our  Souls  are  ftrong. 

Chorus.      Single  Voice.      Recitativo. 
Strophe. 

The  fair  OiTHONf  a  went  tov/ards  the  Cave, 
A  troubled  Joy  rofe  fudden  on  her  Mind, 
Like  the  red  Path  of  Light'ning  on  a  Cloud. 

Her  Soul  was  now  refolved  ;  no  crvtlal  Tear 

Now  trickled  from  her  wiluly  looking  Eye. 

Antifirophe. 

Mean  while,  Dun rom math's  Crew  drew  near  the 

Shore, 
And  rent  the  Air  with  Keart-exuking  Song. 

Dunrommath's 


(  1^  ) 

Dunrommath's    Warriorii 
Air,  in  full  Harmony. 

the  Toils  of  IVar  fufpending, 
IVellgive  the  Bay  to  Joy, 

Love,  *  Shells,  and  Mufic  blending^ 
Our  Feajl  can  never  cloy. 

To  the  Harp's  enlivening  Sound, 
O'er  the  Turf  'we'll  lightly  bound. 
Far  from  Danger,  free  from  Care, 
All  for  hove  and  Joy  prepare. 


*  Their  drinking  Cups  were  made  of  Sea  Shells ;  what  thCTV 
Liquor  was,  is  unknown  to  us. 


END   of  the  Second  ACT. 


ACT      III. 

A  JVarlike  Symphenyy  or  Dunrommath'j  March. 

Chorus.      Singh  Voice.     Recitat'ruo. 
Strophe. 

SLOWLY    approach'd  Dunrommath  •,  for 
he  faw, 
The  Son  of  Morni^  valiant  Gaul,  in  Arm^. 
— With  Face  diftort  and  wrinkled  by  Difdain, 
And  Smile  afFeded  on  his  dark  brown  Cheek, 
His  red  Eye  rolled,  half  hid  beneath  his  Brow, 
When  thus,  to  Gaul,  the  gV^omy  Chief  addreffed, 

Dunrommath.      Reciiativo. 

Sons  of  the  Sea,  from  whence,    and  why,  come 

here  ? 
Have  the  rude  Winds  compell'd  you  on  our  Rocks  ? 
— Or,  do  you  come,  in  learch,  ye  feeble  Men, 
Of  Nuath's  Daughter,  the  white-handed  Maid  I 

Air, 

Unhappy  ViEt'ms^ 

To  BunrommatJh  Wrath, 
Bis  E.ye  /pares  not 

C         '  the 
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The  week,  and  he  delights 
In  Slranger's  Blood  ; 
Unhafpy  feeble  Men  ! 

Rechativol 

OiTHONA  is  a  blazing  Beam  of  Light, 
Erjoy'd  in  Secret  here  by  Cuthal's  Chief  j 
— WoAJldfl:  thou  becloud  its  Lovelinefs,  vain  Man, 
Son  of  the  feeble  Hand  ! — Yes,  thou  may'fl  come, 
But  to  thy  Father's  Halls  fhalt  thou  return  ? 

Gaul.      Recitatho: 

Doft  thou  not  know  me,  Cuthal's  red-hair'd  Chief? 

Swift  were  thy  Feet,  Dunrommath,  on  the  Heath, 

In  car-borne  Lathmon's  Battle,  when  the  Sword 

Of  MoRNi's  Son  purfued  his  flying  Hod 

In  Morven's  woody  Land. — Yes,  red-hair'd  Chief, 

Thy  Words  gre  mighty  now,  for  lo  !  I  fee. 

Your  warlike  Men  are  gathering  behind. 

' — But  do  I  fear  them.  Son  of  empty  Pride  ? 

I  am  not  of  the  Race  of  feeble  Men. 

Duet. 

Dunrommath. 
Unhappy  Vinim  to  Dunrommath'' s  Roge  I 

Gaul. 

Sijojft  wer$  thy  Feet^  vain  Eoajler^  when  you  fed, 

I  Bpth, 
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Both. 
Tour  Bloody  ftiy  Indignation  /hall  aff-wage^ 
Andjujl  Revenge  Jhall  reach  your  guilty  Head. 

Warlike  Symphony,  or  March  for  Gaul. 

Chorus.      Sinzls  Voice.      Rccitativo. 

Strophe. 

Gaul  in  his  Arms  advanc'd,  Dunrom  m  ath  (hrunk 
Behind  his  People  : — But  the  Spear  of  Gaul 
Transfix'd  the  gloomy  Chief,  and  fwifc  his  Sword 
Lopped  off  his  Head,  juft  bending  into  Djath. 
The  Son  of  Morni  fhook  it  by  the  Lock, 
And  all  the  Warriors  of  Dunrommath  fled. 
The  MoRVEN  Arrows  reach  them  in  their  Flight, 
And.  Ten  fall  proftrate  on  the  mofly  Reeks'; 
The  reft  more  happy  life  the  fwelling  Sail, 
And  bound  in  Safety  on  the  founding  Deep. 

Gaul'j  JVarriors. 
Air  in  full  Harmony. 

Aii'Cty-,  away^  with  e'v'ry  Carey 
Nozv  for  future  Blifs  prepare. 
Cuthal's  Head  has  paid  his  Crime, 
Heart  and  Hand,  Oit hona's  ''Thine. 
A'Joay^  away  J  with  ev'r^  Care^ 
Now  for  future  Blifs  prepare. 

C  2  Chorus. 
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Chorus. 
.   Single  Voice — Recilaiivo. 
Antijlrophe. 

But  Gaul  advancing  tow'rds  Oitkona's  Cave» 
Beheld  a  Youth  rechn'd  againft  a  Rock. 

Accompanied. 
An  Arrow  pierc'd  his  Side,  a  deadly  Wound  \ 
Beneath  his  Helmet  faintly  roll'd  his  Eye. — 

Recitativoi 
The  feeling  Soul  of  Morni's  Son  is  fad. 
He  came,  and  kindly  fpoke  the  Words  of  Peace. 

Gaul. 

Recitativo. 
Say,  mournful  Youth,  fay,  can  the  Hand  of  Gaul 
Avail  your  Wound  ? I've  fearch*d  for  healing 

Herbs 
Among  the  Mountains,  and  have  gather'd  Plants, 
Along  the  fecret  Banks  of  winding  Streams. — 
My  Hand  has  clos'd  the  Wounds  of  valiant  Men, 
And  wond'ring  Eyes  have  blefs'd.   the   Hand  of 

Gaul. 
— Where  dwelt  thy  Father's  Warrior } — What  their 

Race  ? 
Say,  were  they  the  Sons  of  mighty  Men  .? 

Air, 
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Air. 

Sadmfijhall  come. 

Upon  thy  native  Streams, 
Like  Night,  for  thou 

Jrt  fallen  in  thy  Toutb, 

Chorus. 
Siiigle  Voice. — Recitativo, 
The  Stranger  thus  replied, — 

Stranger.  — Recitativo, 
Sons  of  the  mighty,  all  my  Fathers  were. 
But  they  Ihall  not  be  fad  ;  for,  ah  !  my  Fame, 
Like  Morning  Mifl,  is  vanifhed  away. — 
— Duvranna's  Banks  fuftain  thofe  lofty  Walls, 
That  view  their  mofly  Towers  in  the  Stream  j 
A  Rock  afcends  behind,  with  bending  Firs  ; 
A  noted  Mark,  far  diftant  to  be  feen. 

Accompanied. 

There  dwells  my  Brother,  much  renown'd  in  War, 
To  him,  to  him — this  glitt'ring  Helmet  give. 

Difcord  of  Horror. 

Chorus. 

Single  Voice. — Recitativo. 

Strophe. 

Down    drop'd  the    Helmet   from   the    Hand   of 

Gaui,> 

For, 
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For,  Oh ! — OiTHoNA  was  the  wounded  Youth. 
Difguis'd  in  Arms,  fhe  came  in  Search  of  Death, 
And  now  with  Eyes  half-clos'd,  and  down  her  Side 
Her  Life-Blood  ftreaming  forth,  Ihe  fpake  her  lad. 

OlTHONA. 

Recti  at  ho  accompanied. 
Prepare,  Oh !    Gaul,  prepare  the  narrow  Tomb, 
Sleep,  like  a  Cloud,  comes  Healing  on  my  Soul. 
Oithona's  Eyes  are  dim  ! 

Air. 
Oh!    <?/ Duvranna, 

Had  lever  dwelt ^ 
In  the  bright  Glory 

Of  my  fpkndid  Fame ; 
Then  wou*d  my  Tears 

With  Joy  corns  rolling  en. 
And  future  Virgins, 
Blefs  my  honoured  Steps. 
But,  Son  of  Morn  I,  in  my  Touth  I  fall. 
And  Shame  Jhall  reach  my  Father  in  his  Hall! 

Full  Chorus. 
Strophe. 
Pale,  on  the  Rock,  the  lifelefs  Damfel  fell. 
And  there,  the  mournful  Hero  rai'd  her  Tomh  ! 

Antijiropbi, 
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Antijirophe. 
Te  Bards,  in  fokmn  Dirge,  her  Story  teU, 
^husjell  OiTHOxVA,  in  her  early  Bloom* 

Epode. 
Confcious  of  her  guiltlefs  Shame, 
Martyr  to  her  Virgin  Fame, 
Aijhe  fell,  all  free  from  Blame , 
Clory  celebrates  her  Name, 


The    end. 
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